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MUSIC
OH, ecstasy divine! I cannot hold!
Farewell, dull earth! See where my ravished soul
Stands shivering on the edge of its slow clay!
With the next rising note 'twill fly away.
I faint, I faint. The powerful charm forbear!
Nay, but sing on: sure that will keep it here.
Whither fond soul, ah, whither wouldst thou fly?
To Heaven? Can there be sweeter harmony?
'Tis strange the charms of harmony which give
To all things life, should make me cease to live.
Yet is this death? If it be thus to die,
Death cannot be a curse; or if it be,
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